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Abstract
He lifts my heart deftly from its deep snug bed And holds it Pulsating In his firm fingers...
32 Sketch 
a minister. Be sure to wear your prettiest dress—preferably some-
thing that'll look good with olive drab." And he chuckled to 
himself. 
He hadn't noticed how desperately I was yanking off my glove, 
and pulling off the ring. 
"Here—1 can't keep it—1 can't marry you—1 don't want to— 
ever—Life with you would be one hell after another. Now go 
away and leave me alone!" —My words were almost sobs. 
His devilish grin snapped into a hard line. "Okay, if that's the 
way you want it." For a minute he looked like a little boy; then 
the hard look settled over his face again. 
"Damn you, anyway!" he exploded, and without warning he 
was kissing me, with hot moist lips. His greedy, lustful move-
ments sent shudders through me. 1 pushed him away and un-
latched the door. 
His bitter angry voice crackled across the snow as he skipped 
down the steps. "That is so you'll know you've been kissed—you 
infant," and his voice was derisive, hurt, defiant. 
The coupe roared away into the quiet night. I still stood there, 
rubbing my lips. They felt bruised. But I was free. When I 
finally stepped inside, the chimes were striking one o'clock, in a 
clean, fresh new day. 
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He lifts my heart deftly from its deep snug bed 
And holds it 
Pulsating 
In his firm fingers. 
A tiny slit. 
The rich red blood gushes forth. 
Striping his hand 
Filling the deep cracks in his palm 
Circling the tiny black hairs at his wrist. 
He does not see his deed. 
The blood flows 
And flows 
And slowly drips from his hands 
Into cold gray emptiness. 
